The mo ft Umemablc Tragcdic 

She wiU a handmaid be to his defires, 

A louing Nur fe, a Mother to his youth. 

S<«. Afcend faireQueene,PantheanLord$,accompany 

Your noble Emperour and his louely Bride, 

Sent by theheanensfor Prince Saturnine, 
Whofewifdomehath her Fortune conquered, 

There (hall we conlummatc our fpoufall rites. 

Exeunt emtttt. 

Titus. I am not bid to waitovpOn thisBride, 

TV/a/when wert thou wont to walke alone, 

Dilhonoured thus and challenged of wrongs? 

Enter Marcus andTnus fonnes. 

Marcus. O Tuns fee ! O fee what thou half done! 

In a bad quarrell flaine a vertuous fonne. 

Titus. Nofoolilh Tribune, no tNofonneofmine, 

Nor thou, nor thefe, confederates in the deede, 

That hath diihonoured all our Family, 

Vnworthy brqther, and rnworthy fonnes. 

Lucius- ButletvsgiuehiBiburiall as becomes: 

Giue Mutius buriall with our bretheren. 

Titus . Traytors away, he refts not in this tombe } 

This monument Hue hundreth y cares hath flood, 

Which I haue fumptuoufly reedified : 

Hecrenone but Souldiers and Romes Scruicors, 
Repofeinfamc :None bafelyflaine inbraules. 

Bury him where you can he comes not beerc. 

Marcus. My Lord this is impiety in you. 

My N ephew tJMutius deeds do plead for him. 

He mud be buried with his bretheren. 

Titus two forints fpcaket. 

And Ihall, or him we will accompany. 

Titus. And Ihall! What villain* was it 
Titus forme fp cafes i 

He that would vouch it ia any place but heerc. 

Tstus. 


fpake that word? 


of T im Andronicus, 

Thus What would you bury him in my defpight? 

Marcus. No noble fit as but intreat of thee. 

To pardon Mutius , and to bury him. 

Titus. lM ' arcus , Euen thou haft ftrokevpon my crelt. 
And with thefe boyes mine honour thou haft wounded. 

My foes Idoc repute you euery one. 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

3. Some. Hcis not with him felfe, let vs withdraw. 

e Sonne. Not I till Mutius bones be buried. 

The brother and the fonnes free/e. 

(JWarcuf.Btoiheryfor in thatname doth nature plead 

2. Sonne. Father, and in thatname doth na ture fpcake. 

Titus. Speakethounomorcifall the reft will fpeede.. 

CMar . Renowned Titus more then halft my foulc. 

Latins, Deat e Father, foule and fubftance c f vs all. 

sJHarc. Suffer thy brother tJMarcui to interre 
His noble nephew hcere in vertues neftj 
That died in honour and Laumi-s caufc. 

Thou art a Romainebenot barbarous : 

The Grctkes vpon aduife did bury A-.ax 
That flew himlelfe : and wife Laertes fonne* 

Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals: 

Let not young Muiiui then that was thyioy, 

Be bard his entrance hcere. 

Titus, Rife Marcus , rife, 

The difmalft day i s this that ere I fa w, 

To be dishonored by my fonnesinRomc: 

Well bury him,andbury me the next. 

They put hint m thtTcmbe. 

Lucius, There lie thy bones fweet Mutius with thy friends 
Till we with Trophees doadornethy tombe. 

They all fneele and fay , 

No man (bed teares for noblc.Mutiur, 

H e huts in fame that dide in vertues caufc. 


